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ScBABTiÂN, King of Portugal, an adTontnroas 
monarch, is on the eve of soiling for the northern 
coast of Africa, in order to suhjugate the Mohamme- 
i an.4. His brother and the grand Inquisitor 
Da Silva, one of the hiffhest and most influ- 
ential functionaries 6f the Kingdom, are opposed to 
this undertaking and hate the king, whose propen- 
sities are entirely different from theirs. When on 
his waj to the ship, the King is met bj Camobns, 
the famous poet of the national poem of Portugal, 
the <* Lusiade," who has returned to Portugal from 
oaptivitj, in which Zaida, the daughter of the Arab 
chieftain Ben-Selim has treated him with great 
kindneea Zaida was captured in a battle, in which 
the Portuguese vanquished the Arabs, and has been 
condemned to death bj the High Tribunal Camoens, 
to save her, tries to speak to the king on the 
street, but is prevented to do so b j the proud Gio- 
TANNi DA Silva. The king however seeing Camoens, 
asks him, who he is, and what he desires ; Camoens 
gives his name and asks permission to accompany 
the kinff to Africa, which the king, hearing the name 
of the illustrious poet, cheerfully grants. But Ca- 
moens wants another favor ; he shows the king Zaida, 
who in chains is being led to the scaffold, and prays 
the king's mercy for her. Notwithstanding the in- 
dignation of Giovanni and his followers, the king 
5 rants Zaida permission to return to her father to 
ifrica, but wants her never to come again to Lbbon. 
Camoens enchanted prophesies to the king success 
and victory and while the soldiers are praying for 
fair wind and victory, Giovanni and Antonio, Se- 
bastian's brother, pray for the destruction of the 
fleet and the death of the king, who liberated the 
Mahommedan girL Zaida arrives safely at home, 
but îeels unhappy at her palace, since she has fallen 
in love with her liberator, who is at war with her 
father. Abaialdo, her destined husband, meets her 
and asks her, why she is sad, but receives no answer. 
Abaialdo and his warriors sinz wild war songs, while 
Zaida prays for peace. The battle b fought on the 
field 01 Alcazzar Kebir and Sebastian is mortally 
wounded. His true friend Enbico lays him down, 
when the victorious Abaialdo and his Arabs arrive 
in search of the king, ëç^btco asked, whether he 
has seen Sebastian, says : " It is me ! ' and is killed 
immediately; Sebastian remains fainting on the 
battle fiel^ where he is found by Zaida, who has 
followed the warriors. She promises to save him, 
but he refuses, until she declares, that she loves him. 
The supposed death of the king having been an- 
nouncea m Portugal, Antonio and Giovanni have 
assumed the reins of the government and concluded 



to make peace with the Arabs and Abataldo is sent 
to Lisbon to ratify this treaty. He takes Zaida with 
him, who has shown him her contempt "VVhen she 
asks him, why he has taken her witn him, he tells 
her, that he wants to revenge himself on her and 
will treat her as his slave. She scorns his threats 
and tells him, that she is ready to die for Sebastian, 
whom he has pardoned upon her promise to marry 
him (Abaialdo) and whom she represented to be ik 
poor soldieri wnile he was the king. Camoens, who 
Las been wounded in the battle of Alcazzar, has re- 
turned to Lisbon and hears, that the king's death has 
been announced, and that every soldier, who returns 
to Africa, is thrown into prison in order to avoid the 
remembrance of the king anions the people, or the 
possibility of proving that the king lives. He meets 
Sebastian, woo has succeeded in reaching Lisbon, 
and informs him of the state of affairs. In this mo- 
ment the funeral procession of Don Sebastian, 
which has been arranged by Giovanni, in order to 
deceive the people, arrives, when Camoens tells the 

Srocession to halt and shows the people the king. 
EBASTiAN throws off his cloak and Abaiaj^do re- 
cognizes the man, whom Zaida loves, and he swears 
to revenue himself. He tells the people, that Se- 
BA8TIAN IS an imposter, that he has Killed him with 
his own sWord and pledges himself to Drove this. 
Upon this Giovanni orders the arrest of Sébastian. 
Sebastian appeals to his soldiers, but they refuse to 
recognize him, and he is thrown into pnson. The 
trial commences, and Sebastian notwithstanding his 
proud^ bearing is not able to produce a witness, (hat 
the killed person was not the king, when a veiled 
lady arrives, who wants to be a witness. It is Zaida, 
who tells the iudges, that she saved Sebastian, and 
that the killed warrior was Enrico. But she being 
an Arab, is not sworn and Giovanni remembering 
that she was banished under the penal tv of death, 
she as well as Sebastian are condemned to death. 
Giovanni offers Zaida her and Sebashan's life if he 
will sign a certain paper, by which he resigns in fa- 
vor of the King of Spain. Zaida not knowing the 
contents of the paper shows it to Sebastian, who 
however prefers to die, than to stain his honor. 
Suddenly Camoens appears at the window and an- 
nounces, that he has a rope, by which the king and 
Zaida can descend. This they prepare to do, when, 
in the nument they have gone out of the win- 
dow, Giovanni and Antonio enter the room. An. 
tonio gives a sign to one of his soldiers, who rushes 
towards the window and cuts the rope. A cry is 
heard and the fugitives are precipitated into the 
abyss beneath the prison. 
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Don SRBA&nriAN, King of Portugal. 

Don Alntonio, his uncle, regent during the king's 

absence. 
Don Giovanni da îSilva, çraiid Inquisitor, privy 

Counsellor ot the king. 
Don LriGi, Embassador from Spain. 
Camoens, a soldier and poet 



Bbn-Selih, Governor of Fez. 

Abaialdo, Chieftain of an Arab tribe. 

Zaida, Ben-Selim's daughter. 

Don Enrico, Sebastian's Lieutenant 

Ladies and Gentlemen of the Court; Soldien and 

Sailors of Portugal; Arab soldiers and tcomen; 

Judges of the Supreme Court; CUizens* 
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ATTO PRIMO. 



SCENA PRIMA. 

M fforio di Lisbona in fn„sftc/lo, A dcsira H palazzo del 
re eon gradinata suUa S <...a. Si scopre in lontananza 
la flotta pronla afar vc/a. Un andare e un venire di 
gente occupata ai v.arii preparativi deW imbafco. Son 
recale armi e munizioni da bocca a bordo delta nave 
ammiraglia. A sinistra Marinari e Soldatiy che bevono 
€ cantano ; allri prendon congedo dalle lora famiglie, 
Caka di popdo, Dame^ Catalieri. 

Soldati, Marinari, Popdari, Cavalieri e Dame; quindi 

Don Antonio e Don Giovanni da Silva. 
Caro. Su presti air opra ; nocchier, v' appella 

Propizio il vento, txanquillo il mar ; 

Ci guida in Africa del re la stella ; 

Nocchieri air opra, convien salpar. 
(Don Antonio e Giovanni da Silva cscono daljjalazzo 

reaU e 5* avanzano sul proscenia.) 
Ant. Ne sorride fortima. ll ro già muovo 

AlP iuipresa af ricana, & cui lo appella 

Desio oi gloria e la sua mala Stella ! 
Gio. E partendo Paugusto 

Vostro congiuuto, dell' Impero a voi 

Commette la reggenza. . . 
Ant. Cli' io debbo all' influenza 

Del supremo del regno magistrato, 

Di sua grandezza consiglier privato. 

(inckinandosi) 

Dividere con voi 

Le cure intendo ed il poter sovrano.. . 
Gio. (aparté) Che breve fia nella tua debil 
mano. 

Re Filippo secondo, îl glorioso 

Nostro vicin di Spa]gna, a me promette, 

Se il serto lusitano 

Sul capo gli assecuro, 

Poter pill lungo, e più del tuo securo. 

SCENA II. 

Un S0LDAT0 che «' appressa a Don Antonio e gli 
présenta unfoglio pi^ato e DeUi. 
Ant. Ognor quest' importune, 

Cne d' un supplice foglip mi persegue 



Senza mai darmi tregua.* £h via, che 
allegbi? {*alSol.) 

Sol. La mia sciagura. 
Ant. E vuoi ? 

Sol. Parlare al re. 

Ant. Credi tu che a' tuoi pari il re discenda ? 
Gio. Indietro, va ! 
Ant. Non più, vanne 1 

SCENA III. 

Don Sebastiano dal Palazzo e Detti, 

Seb. £ perché 

Yietare ai prodi miei V accesso al re? 
Parla chi sei ? (aL Soldato) 

Sol. Guerrier sosnai vittoria, 

Cercai suT mar la fama, 
Poeta ambii la gloria. . . . 
E non trovai che duol I. 
Lontun suir onde algenti 
Yasco seguii di Gama ; 
Cantui di stranie genti, 
Di terre ignote al sol. 
mia Lusiade! o figlia del mio bollento 
ingogno, 
Ove il tuo nome ai secoli, pcrtria crudel, 

consegno, 
Deir Ocean sconvolto Pire affrontai per te! 
Ahi ! d' una man nuotante, io Paîtra al cielo 
ergea, 
Grazia per i miei versi, non già per mo 

chiedea, 
Sia lode al ciel che invano nun demandai 
mercèl 
Seb. Cb'io sappia tl nome tuo 
Sol. Cirmoeus ! 

Sbb. Poeta, 

10 ti saluto ! * Nel suo sguardo io vidi 

(♦ a D, Ant, e D. Gio,) 
Del genio sconosciuto 
Brillar la fiamma ! Del paese ingrato 
Che alP obblio 10 condanna ed alio scomo 

11 nome suo sara P orgoglio un giorno ! 
Ti protegge il tuo re; parla che vuoi? 

(a Cam,) 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

{The pari of Lisbon in the background. On the right tide 
the valace of the King with steps leading to the stage. 
In the distance the fleet is putting to sea, Workingmen 
and sailors ' preparing to embark. Cannons and am- 
munition are brought on bard the Admiral's ship. On 
the left side Sailors and Soldiers drinking artd singings 
others taking leave of their families. Crowds of people. 

SoUlierSy Sailors^ Knights and Ladies, afUrwardsy 

Don Antonio and Don Giovanni da Silva. 
Chorus. Quick to work, Pilot, be ready! 

The wiud is prosperous, the sea is quiot, 
The king's star leads us to Africa, 
Quick, sailors, lot us weigh anchor ! 
(J)(m Antonio and Don Giovanni, coming from the 
king^ s palace, approach.) 

Amt. Good fortune is smiling. The king is 
going 

On the African expedition, where his thirst 

Of. glory and his bad luck call him. 
Giov. And parting, the high 

Relative of yours leaves to you 

The regency. 
Amt. Whatever I owe to the influence 

Of the grand Inquisition of the country 

And privy Counsellor of the Duke, 

I shall share with you. 

Sorrows as well as sovereign power. 
GXOT. (aparL) May it be short in his hands. 

King Phillip the second, our glorious 

Neighbor and King of Spain promises me 

Greater and safer power, 

If I secure for him 

The crown of Lusitania. 

SCENE II. 

A SoLDiBB approachine Don Antonio, hands hvn a 
folded paper. 

An* Always these impudent fellows, 

Who with their petitions follow me, 



Without giving me peace I [ 7^o tite soldkr.] 

What do you want? 
Soldier. I am unhappy ! 
Ant. And what do you want ? 
Soldier. To speak to the king ! 
Ant. Do you believe, that the king condescends 

to hear such fellows like you ? 
Gior. Go back! 
Ant. Enough ! Away with you ! 

SCENE III. 

Don Sebashan. 

Seb. And why 

Will you forbid to my valiant soldiers the 
access to the king ? 

Speak ! Who are you ? (to the soldier.) 
Soldier. As a warrior I dreamt of victory, 

I tried to find glory at sea ; 

As a poet I sought fame 

And found nothing but grief! 

Far away on silvery waves 

I followed Vasco di Gama, 

I sang of strange nations 

And countries, unknown to the world. 

my Lusiade I O daughter of my fiery 

genius, 
Whose name 1 leave to posterity I 

1 have aroused the wrath of the ocean by 

thee! 
Ah! Swimming with one hand, I raised 

the other towards Heaven, 
I begged for mercy for my verses, not for 

me. 
Thanks Heaven, I did not bog in vain. 
Seb. Let me know your name ! 
Soldien Camoens ! 
Seb. The poet ! 

I greet thee. In his face I saw 

The misunderstood genius 

Flashing ! Of the ungrateful country, 

Which condemns him to oblivion and 

scorn. 
His name will be its pride some day ! 
[to Camoeni] Thy king protects thee! What 

dost thou want? 
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Cam, 



Seb. 
Cam. 
Seb. 
Cam. 

Seb. 



CoTO* 



Seb. 
Gio. 

S KB. 

Gio. 



Seb. 
Gio. 



Seb. 

Gio. 

Seb. 
Cam 



In Afncs, seguire i passi taoi : 
Sopru il suol die ti fia d' allôr focondo 
Pugnai*ti accanto e dir tueglorie al mondo. 
Su presto adunque I 

Uu' altra grazia io chiedo. 
Equal? 

Mira, o mio prence ! 

{Aaxnnando verso le quinte,) 
Q ciel, che vedo! 
{î-^iida circondata da SMati e famigliari dd 
Tribunate supremo di Giustizia, ^ avanza len^ 
lainente; due camefici Le stanno aljianca 

SCENA IV. 

Zaida, Coro di Soldati, Popo^ari e Detti, 

Giustizia divina, 
Agli empil tromenda, 
Terroro oomprenda 
Chi t' osa oltraggiar! 
Un' alma che merta 
Etorna la pena 
La fiamma terreua 
Puo sola mondarl 
Dove la c<»uduceto? 

ÂI rogo I 
Chi è costoi ? 

Zaida 1' africana, 
Un' înfedele impura, 
Sulla Costa di Tunisi dai nostri 
Cor^ari prcsa or non ha molto, e tratta 
In Lisbona a servir. Di veneficio 
Accusnta o convinta, 
II Tribunal t ov'io siedo supremo. 
La danuava poc' anzi al fato estremo. 
Perir non dee tanta beltà I 

Mio prence, 
Del Consiglio Sovrano 
I decrcti annul lar ne il re lo paote ! 
Ma mitigar li puo. Vada per sempre, 
Sotto pcua di morte, 
In baudo la straniera. 

(O mio furore I) 
Dove? 

In Africa, presso al genitore ! 

Viva il re ! 
Gio. e Seguaci. 
Tanto ardisce ! delle leggi 
Conculcar la maestà! 
Zaida (ai piedi dd re), 
Signor clémente e pio, 
Mio scudo e mio sostegno, 
Ben sei quaggiii di Dio 
Imagin vera, o re. 
O tu, che mi difendi, 
Che a morte rea m' inroli, 
La vita che mi rendi 
Sacrar mi lascia a tel 
Sul capo tuo si caro 
Vegli divin favor I 
Quant' è V esiglio amaro 
Per te s'ignori ognor. 
Gio., Ant. e Sbguacl 
CTanto di leggi obblio 



Da tollerar non è ; 
Potria pagame il fio, 
Beuctiè possente, il re.) 
Seb. e Camoeus. 
Semblante oncpto o pio. 

Straniera, il old ti die ! 
Ben è quel cor restio 

Che nega omaggio a to 1 (Zaida partem 
{S* ode uno squUlo di trombe,) 
CoBo DI Soldati e Popolo. 
Le trombe, le trombe I 
Sed. Squillar la tromba io sento, 

Tronchiam gl' indugi ornai : 
Ne spira amico il vente. 
Al mar, miel prodi, al mar. 
A conquistar ne appella 
Un nuovo mondo il cielo : 
V* è scorta la mia Stella, 
Corriam a tiionfar. 
E tu, (a Cam.) s' è ver che del future il vélo 
Squarciar possa il poeta, 
Dinne tu, gran profeta, 
Quai fato serba air armi nostre il cielo. 
Camoeus (con entusiasmo,) 
Qve son? del future al mio ciglio 
Chi 1' oscuro velame squarciô? 
Ecco in vista il recale navîglio . . ; . 
Già la sponda africana toccô. . . . 
. Del deserto già il vente ne porta 
Indistinto guerresco clamor ! . . . . 
Quanti sono i nemici ? che importa?. . . . 
Su oorriamo ail' arringo d' onor ! 
Camoeus e.CoRO. 
Su, corriam, corriam 
Delia fe' guerrier, 
L' infedel sperdiam, 
E del ciel voler ! 
Cam. Infinita, d' aspetto diversa 

Veggo un' este sul piano avanzar : 
Già l' un canipo nell' altro si versa, 

Chi le morti potrebbe contar ? 
[Si fa notte, lampeggia, tuono in lontanama, 
Ia orizzonte di lamp! spesseggia. 
Tréma il suol, ecco il tuou romoreggia. . . . 
Il re cade. . . . accorrete, o gagliardi .... 
Giusto ciel ! . . . . la bandiera periglia. . . . 
A gran pena la seguon gli sguardi, 
Tutta polve e di sangue vermiglia. . . . 
Camoeus e Coro. 
Su cofriam, corriam 
A morir pel re. 
Seb. Che di tn. mai? miel fidi .... 
Cam. re, perdona ; 

La notte cbe si fea 
Improvvîsa d' intorno, e V incessante 
Scoppiar del tuon, di neri 
Presentiment* aveai^ipiena l'aima I 

[// cido si rasséréna. 
Ma il marritoma in calma, 
Piii ohiaro brilla il soi! . . . o sol, che devi 
Le gesta illuminar di tanti eroi, 
S' inchinin le bandiere ai raggi tuoi I 

[Le bandiere vengono abbaualCL 
Seb. Le benedica il ciel ! 
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Cue 



8KB. 

Cam. 

Seb. 
Càk. 



I want to follow tliee to Africa, 

To that country, where thou hast earned 

Laurels and made known thy name to the 

world. 
Well, quick then I 
I want another favor ! 
What is it? 
Look here, my king ! [he beckons,] 

(Zaida surrounded by soldiers and officers 
of the Inquisition approacha sUnoiy^ 
two execuiumers at her side, J 
0,6od! What do I seel 



€harus. 



Seb. 

GlOT. 
SSB. 

Gior. 



Gxov. 
Sea. 

GlOT. 

Sbb. 

Cam. 



SCENE IV. 

Zaida and Chorus. 
Divine justice, 
Terrihle for the wicked, 
Terror may take those. 
That dare to violate thee I 
A soul which deserves 
Eternal punishment 
Can onlv he purified 
> By earthly fire. 
Whither do you lead her? 
To the stake! 
Who is she? 
Zaida, the Alfrican, 
An infidel woman, 
Taken prisoner by our Corsairs 
And educated in Lisbon for service, 
Accused and convicted of poisoning 
In the Court, the President of which 1 1 
We have condemned her to the stake. 
So much beauty must not perish I 
My prince I 

The xing cannot annul the decisions 
Of the Inquisition. 
But he can mitigate them ! 
Let her go into banishment 
Under penalty of death 1 
(0 my furor!) 
Where? 

To Africa, to her father! 
Long live the king! 

Giov. and Chorus, 
Does he dare it, to trample 
Upon the migesty of the laws? 

Zaida (on her kneesj^ 
Mild and pious Sir, 
My shield and support 
Thou art the image of God 
In this world, king ! 
O thou, who doest not allow, 
That I should go to the scaffold. 
Let me sacrifice that life for thee, 
Which thou hast given me back. 
Over thy sacred head 
Divine grace may watch, 
How bitter is the exile 
To me without thee. 

Giov, Aht and others. 
So much contempt for the laws 



la not to be tolerated ; 
He may pay dear for it. 
Even if he is the king. 

Seb. and Cam. 
Heaven gave thee, girl, 
An honest and pious face ; 
That heart must be stubborn, 
Which denies homage to thee. 

Exit Zaida,] (Sounds of trumpets,) 
Soldiers and citizens. 
The trumpets ! The trumpets ! 
Seb. I hear the trumpets sounding, 
Away ! Finish the delay ; 
The wind is blowing fair, 
Come, my friends, on board. 
Heaven calls you. 
To conquer a new world.- 
Let us go to triumph, 
Where our star precedes us,. 
fto CamoeusJ And you, if you can predict 
The future as a poet. 
Tell us you great prophet, 
What fate our arms will encounter. 
Cam. Where am I ? Who has rent 
The veil of the future? 

I see the royal ship 

She has touched tne African coast 

From the desert the wind brings 
The noise of war I 
If the enemy is ever so powerful. 
We will go to fame and nonor 1 
Chorus. Let us go, let us go 
Warriors of God I 
We will disperse the infidels, 
Such is the will of Heaven. 
Cam. I see an innumerable army 

Of enemies advance on the plain. 
Already the warriors commence to attack, 
Who can count the dead ? 

(it gets dark, lightning, thunder in the 
distance.) 
The horizon is full of lightning, 
The earth trembles, the thunder roars, 

The king falls help him ! 

Just Heaven, the banner is in danger, 
With great difficulty the guards follow 

him 

Everything is dust, red with blood. 

Camoeus and Chorus. " 
Let us go ! 
To die for the king. 
Seb. What are you saying? 
Cam. king, pardon me, 

The darkness, which suddenly camt 

upon us 
And the thunder filled 
My soul with Âark presentiments. 

( The sky geU bright.) 
But the sea is getting quiet, 
The sun shines brighter, the sun. 
Which shall shine upon the deeds 
Of heroes, who follow their kmœ. 

( The flags art Tawend) 
Seb. God may bless them. 



DON SEBASTIANO. 



Sio 



Twn. 



Benigno asoolti 
I uostri Yoti Iddio 

£ di cotanto stuolo, (a parte) 

Non tomerà, giova Hperarlo un solo I 

Sbb., Cam., Coro di Som)ati. 
Squillar la tromba io sonto, 
Tronchiam gli indugi oniai ; 
Ne spira amico il vento, 

guemeri, 
A oonquistar ne appella 
Un nuovo mondo, il cielo : 

V'èBoorta la ™^ Stella! 
Corriamo a trionfarl 
Ant., Gio. e Seguaci. 
Disperda il folle intonto 
La tua giustizia il cielo I 
Gli sia nemico il vento, 
Gli.sia funesto il marl 
Che se ptetade è bella, 
In empiéta si c&ngia, 
Quand' osa a Dio rubella 
Le leggi calpcstar! 
UoMiNi B Donne del Popolo. 
II nobile ardimento 
Seconda, o re del cielo ; 
Qii sia propizio 11 vento, - 
Gli sia tranquille il mar! 
Dore V onor lo appella 
Gli sii tu scorta e duce ; 
Splenda per lui la stella 
Ctie guida a trionfar! 
Apugnar corriam, 

Delia fe* guerrier, 
L' infedel sperdiam, 
£ del ciel voler! 



SCENA IL 
Zaida, sola, 

Ovc celare, oh Dio! 

JJ affanno, il pianto mio ! 

£bbro di gioja il padre 

A festeggiar il di del mio ritomo 

Tutte cliiamava le tribu d' intomo ! 

Terra adorata - de* padri miei, 

Come cangiata - ritomo a tc ! 
De' miei prima anni - dolci compagne, 

Invan gli affanni - temprate a me. 
Ahîmè ! sui lidi - dello straniero 

Perché ti vidi - mio nobil re? 
Restô captive - toco il mio core, 

Io più non vivo - ben mio, che in te. 

SCENA in. 
Ben-Selim e Delta. 

Ben. Perche, fig! ia, si mesta, 

E d'Abaialdo ai voti ognor rostia ? 
Accoffli almen delF amistà 1' omaggio, 
Che il tuo ritomo a festeggiar s' appresta. 
[Seguono danze di carattart 

SCENA IV. 

Abaialdo canseguilo di Guermri Arabi cheirraniponc 
in mezzo alia danza e Detli, 



Abai. 



Turn. 
Abai. 



ATTO SECONDO. 



SCENA PRIMA 



Zga Scena è in Africa', 
dintomi di Fez. 



Alitaùone di Ben-Sdim, nei 



Zaida, tbcondata dalle sue compagne. 

Corok La più vaga delle yergini, 
Onde 1' Africa va altera, 
D* ogni cor V affetto, il palpito 
Stava, ahi lassât prigioniera.' 
A guerrier valente e nobile 
Data avea d'amor la fede ; 
Già d' I men le faci splendono, 
II garzon già sua la crede .... 
Quando ratto piomba il barbaro, 
£ gl' invola il suo tesor . 
Ma ta riedi, e teco, o ver^ne, 

A noi riedono gli amor I 
[Zaida congeda d? itn cenno U compagne 



Zaida. 



£ che ? per tutto di festa è suono 

Percosso echeggia di canti 11 oiel, 
£ a noi sul capo rimugge il tuono, 

E a noi già sopra sta P infedel! 
L' infedel! 
Su guerrier, su guerrieri ! la spada 

Cn' io vi miri uel pugno brillar! 

Su, su air armi ! V improvvido cada 

Che 11 leone veniva a dentar! 

Air arnii, o miei guerrier! 
Sebastian re di vogiia sfrcnata, 

Di ridurci prétende u servir 
Fuor me cbiama e ne sfida a giomata 

Là sul plan d Alcazarre Kel)ir 1 
Or che di guerra V ora è suonata 

Tace ogni offetto : sol parla onor. 

Mertar la fede fa ZcndaJ che m'bai 
giurata 

Fia cura e premio del mio Talor. 
CoRo DI Donne. 
La tua fedel contrada 

Ti piaccia, o Dio, salvar! 
Deh 1 fa che V empio cada, 

Fia il giusto trionfar! 
CoRO DI Arabi. 
Su guerrier, su guerrieri ! la spada 

Or è tempo da prodi Impugnar! 

Su, su alp armi I V improvvido oada 

Che il leone veniva a destar ! 
Battieni, o Dio, la spada 

Già presta a sterminar ; 
JJ ire dai cor dirada, 

Fa pace trionfar! 

[Tutti partono tumuUuanammtu 



DON SEBASTIAN. 



GlOT. 



Chana, 



Chorus» 



Chorus. 



(jIjû^c.) Good God! Listen 

To our prayers 

And do not let one 

Of this band return. 

I hear the trumpets sounding , 

Away with the delay I 

The wind blow^ fairly, 

On board, my friends I 

Heaven calls us 

To conquer a new world ; 

Let us go, 

Where our star precedes us. 

Aktonio, Giovanni andolhen* 
May heaven's justice 
Hinder the foolish intention, 
May the wind be inpropitious 
And the sea stormy I 
Piety and devotion 
Are changed into wickedness 
And the laws of God 
Are recklessly trampled upon. 
Heaven, help the noble wish 
Of our king. 

Let the wind be propitious 
And the sea quiet I 
Be his help and guide 
There, where honor calls him, 
May the star shine . 
For his triumph ! 
Let us go. 

To fight for our creed. 
Let us disperse the infidels, 
Such is the will of God. 



ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

The scene is in Africa^ in the house of Ben Selim in 
the intarirr cf Fez, 

Zaida, (surrounded by her companions»} 

Chorus, The handsomest of all maids, 
Wliom Africa ever saw ; 
The delight of every heart, 
Waa captured. 

She had given to a noble warrior 
Her heart and her promise ; 
The faces were respleuding from love. 
The young man thought she was his : 
Wluu suddenly the barbarians came, 
Aud stole his* treasure, 
liut, you are here again, maiden. 
And with you love bias retui^ned. 

{Zaida gives them a sign to leave her. 



SCENS IL 

Zaida. 

Where can I, O God. 
Hide my pain and my woe 1 
My father, delighted by my return, 
Gave a great festival 
And called our tribe together. 
Land of my fathers, which I adore, 
How changed I return to thee I 
Sweet companions of my youth. 
In vain try I to associate with yon. 
Alas ! W hy did I see the stranger? 
Why did I see you, my noble king? 
With me my heart was taken captive, 
I only live in you. 
« 

SCENE in. 
Ben Sblim, Zaida. 

Ben. Why are you so sad, daughter? 
And why do you remain so lonely? 
Will ^ u not receive the homage of 

friendship. 
Which id prepared for your return ? 

[Vancing commences. 

SCENE IV. 

Abaialdo, (noble Arab, icarriors,J 

Abai. What ? Festive songs 

And joy are reigning. 

While the thunder is roaring above us, 

And the infidels are still among us ? 
Chorus, ,The infidels? 
Abai. 'liear warriors ! The sword 

Is ready, which often shone in battle. 

To arms I May the enemy fall, 

When the lion Will destroy. 

To arms, warriors ! 

Sebastian, the king, intends 

To make slaves of us. 

We are called to go 

Upon the Kebir of Alcazzar I 

Now, since the hour of war has arrired 

Love must be silent, honor speak. 

(To Zaida,) I want to gain your love 

By my valor in the field. 

Female Chorus, 
Lord save the country. 
Which is faithful to thee, 
Let the infidels fall 
And the just cause triumph \ 

Chorus of Arabs, 
To arms! to arms! Now is the time 
For the valiant to attack. 
To arms I The aroused lion 
Will fall upon the enemy. 
Zaida. Lord ! Keep back the sword. 
Which is ready for destructioiLi 
Let my heart be quiet 
And preserve the peace. 

[All depart in eonjutiom. 
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DON SEBASTIAN© 



SCENA V. 

IxL Seena rappresenta la pianura d' Alcazar Kebir 
dopo la baltaglia sparsa di marli dei dut campi, 
A sinistra ddlo spetlatore un macigno. 

Don Sebastiano/tiVo, e sorrttto da Don Enrico. Ha 
in pugno V elsa Wuna spada rotta. Partcchi dé 
swn Uffizialifferiti andû essi, gli fanno scoria. 

Skb. Una spada, una spada!. . . . 
Enb. Ohimè I tutto è perduto ! 
Seb. Camoens salviam . . . oader lo vidi . . . 
Ens. O Sire, 

Non si pensi che a voi I * Si regffe appena ! 
f* agit citrù) 
(Sehastiano cadcndo mtzzo svenuto a pie 
delta rocda.) * 

Sd. Lasciatemi fuggite. . . . 

Enb. Eoooli I presso 

A quel la roccia . . . 

(Fa cenno ai canipagni che quivi adagino 
U re.) 
E noi moriam per ease I 



CoRO. 
Ens. 



Enb. 



SCENA VI. 

Abaialdo, seguilo da Arabi e Deiti. 
CoRO d' Arabi. 

Allah ci die vittoria, 

E proclamô dal ciel 
In questo di la gloria 

Dei figli d'lsmael! 
Sperdiam Tiniqua sotta, 

Sveniam senza pietà ! 
E santa la vendetta ! 

Di sangue ha eete Allah ! 

CoRO DI PORTOGIIBSI. 

Se ci negô vittoria 

La sorte a noi crudel, 

Del martiri la gloria 

£ a noi serbata in ciel 1 
Il oorpo alla vendetta 

Sottrar nessun potrà ; 

Ma r aima un premio aspetta 

Lassii cbe egual non ha! 
Seminato di morti e di malvivi 
Attesta il oampo la vittoria nostra. 
Ma dov' è il re ? ferito 
Cader lo vidi, e se dalla mia mano 
Egli spera fuggir, lo spera invano I 
Non si risparmi un sol 4i quest'infami I 
Gli sterminiam ! 

Mo primo ! 

Il re si homi. 
E agi! altri délia vita 
Mallevador son io. 
Favellate : il re vostro ? . . . . 

I re son io. 
[Code morlo» 
Nella polve prosteso 
Eocolo duuque il re ! V erœ superbo, 
Che neir Africa doma 
Segnava un nûovo impero, 
Vi oonquistô Bolo una tombal 



Brn-Sel. Aï rmti 

Del re ch' ebbe la fede e il vostro afietto 
Gli estremi onor rendete, lo lo prometto. 
[/ Portoghesi lengon dietro al carpo di 
Don Enrico, che è portato via.] 

SCENA VII. 

Don Sebastiano svcnulo, e Zaida. 

Zaida. e non è più !.. fra i corpi 
Ond' è sanguiffno il piano 
D' interrogar Ta morte avrô il ooraggio. . 
Se ferito salvarlo . . io spero invano . . 
ChMo risparmi alla salma almen Poltraggîo. 
Sin ch' io lo trovi, o ciel, guida i mieipassi! 
Seb. Camoens, Enrico I a me. 

[Scmpre fuar di «out. 
Zaida. Gran Dio! che intesi? ohimè !. . 
E desso ! . . e vive ancor ! . . 
Giasto cielo in si misero stato 

Cbi potria non sen time pietà? 
Forse oh Dio ! mortalmente piagato 
Più che un soffio di vita non ha! ... . 
Seb. 1a aima stanca. . . illanguidita [risensandé 
Io seutia. . . . dal sen. . . . fuggir ! . . . . 
Chi mi rende lena e vita? 
Chi rinfranca in me 1' ardir?. . . . 
Zaida. In lieta sorte o ria 

M' avrai compagna, o ret 
E tua la vita mia, ' 

La spenderô per te ! 
Seb. Nella sventura mia 

E il ciel pietoso a me, 
Che un angelo m' invia, 
Gentil straniera, in te. 

[Respingemlola con doiUxxxa. 
Senza .esporro i tuoi giomi 
I miel salvar non puoi. 
Va, lasciami perire ! 
Zaida. Pel Dio de* padri taoi 

Vivrai, mio sire, o noi morromo insieme ! 
Seb. Che asoolto ? 
Zaida. Al re possente 

Dovea tacerlo, e il tacqui. 
Ma sventurato, ma errante e prosoritto, 
Or saprai tutto !.. io t* amo, 
E per te solo io trerao ! 
Seb. £ offnrti ah! non poss' altro 

Che r infortunio mio ! 
Zaida. Che importa! . . se per te morir pois' lo! 

Se la tua sorte è mia ! 
Seb. Disgîunti ah ! non ci vo^lia 

Quel Dio che ci riuui! 
Zaida. Fa cor, mio re, fa core, 

La ^oja è presso al duol. 
Di notte al oupo orrnre 
Succède il cniaro sol. 
Seb. Ardir m' infoudi in core, 

Span V affdnno e il duol ; 
Di notte al cupo orroro ' 
Succède il cniaro sol. 
Zaida. Tx renderà libertado e corona 

Quel Dio che veglîa sul capo dei r%, 
Seb. Beato me se la sorte mi dona 

Ch'io posaa un scettro deporre al too pis I 
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E.SE. 



SCENE V. 

f The êcme rtpretmU thefidd of Alcazar Kebir ajior 
tht battu. Dead ttodits are strewn around the 
camps. At Vie UJl a large stone bench, J 

Don Srbastian irouncledy supported by Don Enrico. 

He carries the shaft of a broken sicord. Wounded 

soldiers accompany hifiu 

8 KB. A sword ! A Rword 1 

Enr. Alas! We are lost I 

Seb. Yfe must save Camoens. I saw htm fall. 

Emr. Oh, Sire ! 

(To the others.) Think of your safety! He 
hardly can move ! 
[Sebastian faUs almost fainting on the stone bench. 
S KB. Leave me ! Fly ! 
See him fainting 
At this rock. 

[He beckons to the warrwrê^ who try to 
comfort the king,] 
Let us die for him ! 

SCENE VL 

Abaialdo and Arabs entering. 
Chorus of Arabs, 
Allah ! Thine is the victory ! 
It is the will of heaven. 
Victorious was to-day 
The son of Ishmael. 
Kill the fiendish infidels, 
Destroy them without mercy. 
Holy is the vengeance ! 
Allah is thirsty for blood. 

Chorus of the Portuguese, 
We have lost the victory, 
Our fall is cruel ; 
But the glory of martyrs 
Expects us in heaven. 
We cannot avoid 
The torments of death, 
But the soul will be rewarded 
By eternal happiness. 
The camp fitted with dead and wounded 
Shows our vicU>ry. 
But where is ttie king? I saw him 
Falling wounded, and he hopes 
, To escape from me in vain ! 

Cliorus, We wilt not spare these infamous fellows, 
We will root them out. 
Kill then first me! 
Let the king come forward, 
And I will guarantee 
The life to tlie others. 
Do you hear ? Where is the king ? 
It is me ! (He is killed.) 
Look, there iu the dust 
Lies tlie proud king. 
Who wanted to enslave Africa 
And to found a new empire. 
He- has conquered a tomb. 



Abju 



Aba. 



Ekb. 



Bsir Sbl. Give to the king's corpse 
The last honors, 
As I promised it. 
(Enrico is carried atoay by the Portuguese.] 
[Exeunt omnes. 

SCENE VII. 

Don Srbastian, Zaioa. 

Zaida. He is no more .... among the corpses 
W^ith which the battlefield is covered 
I Will search, and if I find him 
Wounded, I will try to save him. 
If he is dead, I will protect him £rom 
violence. 

heaven, lead my steps to find him. 
Skb. Camoens ! Enrico ! Help me ! 
Zaida. Great God! What do I hear? 

It is he! He still lives! 

Just Heaven, who would not feel pity 

With him in this state? 

Perhaps he is mortally wounded 

And never will recover! 
Sbb. I felt my soul 

Flee from me! 

Who gave me back my life? 

Who made me wish to live ? 
Zaida. In happiness and misfortune, 

1 shall be thy companion, O king, 
My life is thine 

And I will sacrifice it for thee 1 
Sbb. In my misfortune 

Heaven protects me. 

And sends me an angel 

In thee, gentle maiden. 

[Pushing her back softly 

You cannot save me 

Without exposing, your life. 

Go! Let me die I 
Zaida. By the God of thy fathers ! 

Thou shalt live or we will die together I 
Seb. What do I hear? 
Zaida. I had to be silent 

Before the mighty king, and I was silent ; 

But I can confess to the poor 

Erring fugitive, that I love him. 

I tremble only for thee 1 
Seb. And I can not offer thee anything 

But my misfortune. ' 
Zaida. What fear, if I only can die for thee 

And my fate is thine. 
Seb. Go away ! May God not permit 

That both of us perish here. 
Zaida. Be of good cheer, my king, 

Joy is awaitine you. 

And the deep horror of the night 

Is followed by the splendor of the sun. 
Skb. I feel bolder in my heart. 

Pain and grief disappear ; 

And the deep horror of the night 

Is followed by the splendor of the sun. 
Zaida. The God, who watches over kings. 

Will give thee bock liberty and thy crowiir 
Seb. O! would Heaven grant it. 

That I could lay my crown at thy feet 



IS 
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SCENA VIII. 

CoRO d'Arabi t Detti. Indi Abaialdo e Bkk-Sklix. 

CoBo d'Arabi. 

Ferriam ! sveniam ! nel nome del profeta ! 
Cbe più tardiam? a Doi Timpone il ciel! 
Allah! Allah costul salvar ne vieta. 
Non v' Ô pietà! Siam figU d' Ismael ! 
[Zaida correndo ad incontrare Abaialdo t 
Ben-Selim ehe entrano, 
Sadda. Per pietà ! se mi amate 

Grazia per lui I quel misero salvate ! 

Ve ne eupplioo .... il voglio 1 

Chi a respinçer a' ostina i voti miei? 

Ebben ! V armi omlcide 

Dal capo suo stomate ; 

Ch' ei debba a un cenno vostro 

E vita e libertate ; 

Ch' ei tomar possa illeso 

Alia terra natia, 

E.... 
Abai. Che di tu? 

Zaida. Fia rostra la man mia ! 

Abai. Ma perché tanto a caor?. . . . 
Zaida. Su lido estrano 

lo periva ; un oristiano 

Spezzô i miei ceppi. Libera giarai 

Un cristiano salvar. II voto pio 

Vorrei compir. 
Abai Sia fatto il tuo desio ! 

[a Don SebasUano 

Stranier, libero sei ! vanne ed impara 

A benedir il nome di colei 

Cai vita insieme e libertà tu déi ! 

Abal e CoRo d'Arabi (a Don Sebastiano). 

Va, non tardar, se a te la vita è cara! 
Cessô il fraçor ; tomô sereno il ciel! 
Partiam, seguiam i duce nostro alF ara, 
Amor, onor ai figli d'Ismael! 
Kaida. Va, non tardar, se a te Zaida è cara [aparté 
Divin favor vegli su te dal ciel! 

[Partono tutti tranne Don Sebastiano. 
8xB. Deserto in terra - che più mi avanza ? 
Fin la sperauza • fuggi da me! 
Tu sol mi resti - core amoroso, 

Angiol pietoso - che il ciel mi die! 
Che non poss' io - per tanta fè 
Il serto mio deporti al piè ? 
Folle! di trono • che pur ragionoV 
Ah! nulla il fato - a me lascîôl 
Deserto in terra - che più m'avanza? 

Fin la speranza - m'abbandonô! 
Pur fra V ire di sorte funesta 

Non del tutto son misero anoor, 
6e V amore d' un angiol mi resta» 
D' un soldato se restami il cor I 



ATTO TERZO, 



' SCEXA PRIMA. 

Don Giovakni da Silva, dur Dblbgati drl Hr» 
Abaialdo e Zaida vdala, 

Gior. (ai Ddegatt) 

Il nobile Abaialdo, dell' estinto 

Monarca vincitore, 

Al re l'Africa manda ambasciatore. 
Abai. Proposta d' alleanza 

Kechiamo al ro novello e i nostri vote ) 

Anco sui nostri liti 

Fama di sue virtuti alto si spando ; 

Sia la patria per lui felice e grande ! 
Giov. Ognun lo spera. D' accettur frattanto 

Vi piaccia uel suo tetto, 

Quai si merta per yoi, stanza e ricetto. 
[ Tutti partufto, meno Abaialdo e Zaida. 

SCEXA II. 

Abaiai.do e Zaida. 

Abai. Siam soli alfin ! 
Zaida (rvnovendo il vdo.) Nella natia contrada 
Ah 1 perche non lasciarmi ? 
Perché su queste spondo 
A forza quasi, e mal mio grado trarmi? 

Perché? Perché! 

Perché mi giova V averti a lato, 

Quai vile schiava, dovunquo, ognor! 
Perché pavento quel cor maluato, 
E salvo almeuo vorrei V onor ! 
Zaida. Signor, donde i traspofti 
£ il subito furore ? 
E che? v' avrei donato 
La man, la vita, il core?. . . . 
Abai. La man mi davi, é vero ; 
Giuravi a me la fè ; 
Ma il core, Zuida, il core. 
Mai non lo davi a me! 
No, mai!... Nomai... 
Mi giova, o donna, V averti a lato, 

Quai vile schiava, dovunque ognori 
Conosco, e temo quel cor malnato, 
E salvo almeno vorrei V onor ! 
Zaida. Ebben ferisci! P estremo fato 
Air aime vili sol fa terror. 
Il fallo ammcnda d'avermi amato ; 
Che tard! ancora? mi passa il oor. 
Abai. Le lagrime secrete, 

Che invan celarmi tenti 

Zaida. Svelan del cor V afianno. 

Non la oolpa.. .. 
Abai. Tu menti! 

M' ascolta. Nella tenda 
Patema un di dormivi. 
Noi vegliavamo. . . A un tratto 
Le labbra in soguo aprivi. 
£ mormoravi un nome . . . 
Gran Dio ! che il mio non eral 
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SCENE VIII. 

; afUncards Abaialdo and Ben Selim, and 
the same. 

Chorus cf the Arabs. 
Kill in the name of the Prophet! 
Why do we wait? Heaven sends us! 
Allah will safe us. 
Ko pity I Lot us be sons of Ishmael ! 

[Zaida runs Uncords Abaialdo and Ben 
Sdim, who enter, 
Zaida. If you love me, pardon 

This poor man here ! 

I pray you ! I will have it ! 

who dares to resist my orders? 

\Zaida in the greatest anxiety. 

Well ! The murdering weapons 

Are not threatening him any longer ; 

But now you must grant him 

Life and liberty, 

And let him return unmolested 

To his native country 

And.... 
Abal What do you say ? 
Zatda. My hand be yours I 
Abai. But whence this strange affection? 
Zaida. On a foreign shore 

I was near death, when a Christian 

Broke my chains. I swore, 

When free, to save a Christian. 

This vow I shall fulfill! 
Abal Your desire be granted. 

[To Ihn Sebastian, 

Stranger ! You are free. Go and learn 

To bless the name of those 

To whom you owe liberty and life. 
Abai. and Arabs. (To Don Sebastian.) 

Go, quick, if life is dear to you ! 

The thunder has disappeared, the sky is 
clear. 

Let us now lead our master to the wedding. 

Hail to the sons of Ishmael I 
Zaida. (Apart.) Go, do not tarry, if thou lovest me, 

God may protect you ! 
[Exeunt taità the exception of Don Sebastian, 
Sbs. What shall I do, deserted, as I am ? 

Hope has fled from me. 

Thou only remainest with me, 

Loving heart, which Heaven sent me. 

Why can I not for so much love. 

Put a crown on thy head ? 

0, why do I think of the throne ? 

Fate has left nothing to me. 

What shall I do, deserted as I am ? 

Hope has fled from me! 

But with all my misery 

I am not entirely unhappy. 

If I possess the love of an angel 

I feet the courage of a soldier. 



pt^iâ^d.iJ^ 



ACT IIL 



SCENE I. 



Room in the Royal Palace in Lisbon. 

Don Giovanni da Silva, Itco Coubtiers, Abaialdo 
and Zaida, veiled, 

Giov. ( To the Courtiers.) 

Africa «end us the noble Abaialdo» 

The victor of our late king, 

As embassador ! 
Abai. We bring to the new king 

A proposition for an alliance. 

Let his battles be ours! 

His fame is far spread, 
^ May the country be happy under him! 
Giov. We hope that Accept meanwhile 

In his palace the honors, 

Which are due to you. 

SCENE II. 

Abaialdo and Zaida. 

We are alone ! 
funveUing herself) Why did you not leave me 

In my native countiy ? 

Why do you drag me to these shores 

Against my will f 

Why? Why? 

Because I am glad to have you here, 

Miserable slave, you will always be mine. 

Because I fear your bad heart 

And want to save a^ iDust my honor. 

Whence comes your wrath 

And this sudden furor ? 

Why have I given you 

My hand, my heai-t and my life? 

You have given me your hand, it is tma» 

You have sworn to be true to me. 

But the heart, Zaida, the heart 

You never eave me. 

Never I Never ! 

I am glad to have you here 

Like a slave, who belongs to me. 

I know and fear your bad heart 

And wont to save at least the honor. 
Zaida. Well! Kill me! Death 

Frightens bad hearts only. 

Correct the error to have luved me I 

Why do you hesitate? Kill me! 
Abai. These secret tears, 

Which in vain you try to hide . . . 
Zaida. They show my grief, 

Not my guilt 
Abai. You lie ! 

Listen ! You slept one day 

In the tent of your father 

We were awake. All at once 

You opened the lips in your dreaiE 

And murmured a name, 

Which was not mine. 



Abal 
Zaida. 



Abai. 



Zaida. 



Abai. 
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Zaxda. 
Abai. 



Zaida. 



Zaida. 



Abai. 



lo!. .. Sîgnor.. . 

{con rabèia) Quel cristiano . . . 

Egli è tal. . . quel cristiano 

L'u^Xgiuii^erô. . . porir dee di mia mano! 

S' c\ mm è piii ! 

. L' amor mio oltraggiato, 
Oltro la timiba ancora 
GeloM) è del paBSato ! 
Ma no. . . ma no. . . 
Sottrarlo iiivaii presumi 

Al mio goloso Fdegno ; 

Adopri iiivuii V iugegno 

Novel li inganiii a ordirl 
Delia vendetta all' ora 

Sorride il mio desir! 
Ebben, mercè non chiodo, 

Appaga in me lo sdegno ; 

Lo Btrazio è troppo indegno, 

Cbe tu ml fai soifrir ! 
Arvicinarsi io vedo 

Con gioja 1' ultim' ora 

Uccidimi : ch'io mora 

Potendoti abborrir I 
Deh I v' assicuri almeno 
Questo supremo giuro! 
Cessute o donna, più il giurar non euro. 
Ornai, fuorchè a me stesso, 
Fedo ad alcun non presto ; 
Per vedere, a quest' occbi . . . 
£ per puuire a questo ! (Acotnna U pugnalt) 
[Partono entrambi. 

SCENA III. 
La piazza principale di Lisboncu 4- sinistra la foe- 
data delta Catlcdrale ^xzrato a lulto, E notte, 
Catnoens s* avanza leiitamenUf e afatica suUascena, 
Camoens sdo. 
Gioco di rea fortuna, 
Povero Camoens ! d' Alcazar sul piano, 
Per morto abbaudonato, 
Posciu in cru dale scbiavitu ridotto, 
Botti i tuoi ceppi alfine, 
Fia pur vero obe il cielo impietosito 
Biveder ti concéda il patrie lito ? 
Lisboua, alHa ti miro, 

Kiedo alfine, o patria, a te I 
L' aura tua cb'io sento e spiro 

Vita nuova infonde in me 1 
Scordo r ansie e Taspra guerra 

Cbe il destin mi fe' soffrir. 
Ti riveggo, o sacra terra, 

Or pu6 farmi il ciel morir\ 
P.ur languente in suol straniero, 

Scnza speme di mercè, 
Era il cor del prigioniero, 
Dolce patria, ognor con te ! 

SCENA IV. 

^Jna ScoLTA e Delto. 
Uk Sol. Cln rivc ! 
Cam. Un esigliato 

Cbe 11 suol natio rivede, 

Un soldato cbe riede 

D» Africa.... 



Sol. Sul tuo caso, 

Parla sommesso. e presto sgorabra, amioo 
Quanto d' Africa viene ba il re nemico. 

[PaiUia ScoCUu 

SCENA V. 
Camoiçns solo. 
O mio re Sobastiano ! <v»8erci ascn^tc 
Dovea Fesserti fidi anco a delitto! 

\guardandc*n at/om^ 
Cbe tonto?. . . a chi mi \olgo?. . . 
Mancan la forze I o Dio ! . . Camoens mendier) • 
La mano all' armi avvo7?.'i 
Tender pregando alia ricci)oz;;a altera I 
Ab! ti spezza, o mio core. . . 
E tu, notte, noscondi il mio tos^ro ! 

SCENA VI. 
Dow SEBAsnAHO clwtso net m nn telle, fi.De*/o. Caxof>«9 

gii gi accosta e gli ttntU C diru\ 
Cabl Sono un soldato cbe vien dalla guerra. 
La man cb' io tendo famosa f u già ! 
Tomo mendico ulhi patria mia terra, 
Deh I soccorreto chi pane nou ha t 
L' obolo date : vi parli picta. 
Sbb. Mendico riedo pur io dalla guerra 

Tu chiedi un pane a chi pane non ha ! 
Nulla fortuna lasciavami in terra, 

Tranne Tonor cbe ne toglie ne dà! 
Soldato ancb' io, degno anch' io di pietà/ 
Cam. La man, fratello, la mano mi dà ! 

Ferito sei ? . . . 
Seb. D'Aloazarre all' impresa! 

Cam, Pugnavi tuî. . . 
Seb. Del vessillo a difesa ! 

Cam. Accanto al re ? 
Sbb. g 11 fui sempre da lato I 

Cam. Io pur. .io pur. .al suo fianco piagato 

[can esultaziane. 
Cadea: per morto lasciavanmi, o Dio! 
Seb. Parla, chi sei ? 
Cam. Ah, V anjico son io 

Del re, sono il pocta, 
Ghe a piangcrlo sol vivo, 
E col canto u oteruarlo ! 
Seb. Camoens I.. 

Cam. Oh ciel ! quai voce ! 

Ah ! no . . . vana lusinga I 
Del mio signor non sono 
Questi i not! sembianti. 
Seb. Dalla sventura oppresso 

Cangiô il volto, ma il cor sempre ô lo stesso. 
[Si abbrucciano con trasporto* 
Cam. fausto di ! - gioja suprema ! 

£ fia pur ver • cbe al sen ti prema ? 
Or giusto Ciel - mi chiama a te, 
Posso morir • bo visto il re, 
Dio salvi il re. 
Seb. fausto di 1 - gioja suprema ! 

E fia pur ver - cbe al sen ti prema I 
Son ricco anoor - ancor son re, 
Se 11 tuo gran cor - rimane a mo. 
Debl taci, obimè! 
Don Antonio, da bassa 
Ambizion sospinto [ummesiamaUê 

Usurpava 11 mio trono. 
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Zaida. 
Abai. 



Zaida. 



Zaida. Ididtbat? 

(furious,) That Christian 

Has your love. 

Hii 8tmil die by my hands I 

Feriiaps ho is deadi % . 

My outraged 4ove 

lleaches beyond the grave. 

I am jealous of what has passed. 

But no! 

You try in vain, 

To sileuoo my furor, 

You apply in vain new schemes 

To entice me ! 

My desire for vengeance 

Is burning. 

Well ! I want no mercy, 

Appease your furor by my life. 

That treatment, which you give me 

Is too contemptible. 

I see with joy 

The last hour arrive. 

Kill me I I want to die 

And hate you. 

My oath shall assure you, 

That this is true I 

I do not want your oath. 

I do not believe anybody 

Except myself. 

I want to see him 

And kill him. (Ht draws hi» dagger,) 

SCENE III. 

Tht great muare in Lisbon, At the left side the 
CoMedral draped in mourning. Night, 

Camobms enters slow and tired. 
Cruel fortune ! 

Poor Camoens I Left on the field 
Of Alcazar for dead and afterwards 
Reduced to cruel slavery, 
I finally broke the chains. 
Thank God that I was permitted, 
To see again the soil of my country ! 

Lisbon, I see you, 

1 at last come back to my country I 
I feel and breathe thy air ; 
New life runs through my veins. 
I forget the anxiety and the wars, 
Which I had to suffer. 
I see thee again, holy land ! 
Now I can die satisfied I 
The heart of the prisoner 
Languished hopeless 
In the foreign country ! 
Sweet fatherland, I see thee once more. 

SCENE IV. 
A Sentinel and the same. 



Oak. 



SiMT. 

Cak. 



Sbnt. In your case 

I would speak low and escape. 
Who oomes from Africa is the 
enemy. 



king's 



Who goes there? 

An exiled man. 

Who greets his countir ; 

A Soldier, coming back 

From Africa. 



SCENE V. 
Camoens, alone. 

0, my king Sebastian ! I shall be tnie to you. 

If it even was a crime to be so. [He looks around 

What am I doing? 

I have Bo strength ! Camoens is a beggar I 

The hand, which was accustomed to the arms 

Must now be held out for alms ! 

O, break, my heart ! 

And you, night, cover my shame ! 

SCENE VL 

Don SsBAsruN, in a doaJc, Qahoens stretches his 
hand towards him. 

Cam. I am a soldier, who came back from the war. 

The hand, which you see, was once fiunoos. 

I come back as a beggar. 

Help me t I have no bread 1 

Give me something for pity's sake ! 
Seb. I come back as a b^gar. 

You want bread, and 1 have none. 

The world has left nothing foi^ me, 

But the honor. 

I am also a soldier worthy of pity. 
Cah. Çive me the hand, brother ; 

Are you wounded? 
Seb. This is a scar from Alcazar f 
Cam. Were you there ? 
Seb. I defended our fiagi 
Cam. Near the king ? 
See. I always was at his side ! 
Cam. (dated) I fell at his side wounded 

And they left me for dead. 
Seb. Who are you ? 
Cam. I am the king's friend, 

A poet, who will 

Weep for him, if he is dead, 

And make him immortal 1 
Seb. Camoens 1 
Cam. Heaven ! What voice I 

vain hope ! 

This is not the voice 
Of my master ! 
Seb. Oppressed by misfortune 

1 have changed in my face, but not in my 

heart. [He embraces him^ 

Cam. Chappy day! Great joy! 

Is it true, that I embrace you? 

Heaven ! Now I will die ; 

I have seen the king ! 
Seb. happy day ! Great joy ! 

Is it true, that 1 embrace you ? 

I am still rich ! I am the king, 

If such a heart is mine I 

Be still I Alas, [in a subdued tone 

Don Antonio driven 
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Cam. 

8n. 

0am. 

SXB. 



Cam. 



SSB. 



Cam. 

SXB. 



Cam. 



M mi Biippone estinto, 

£ dove sospettasse 

Ch' io pur campai da morte» 

Mi spegneria, potendol 

Ma i grandi, ma la Corte?. . . . 

Salatano il nuov' astro 

Or che air occaso è il mio : 

Ma nei soldati almeno. • • • 

Confide in esai anoora. 

Mostrarmi ad essi intendo 

Qaando gia gianta V ora. 

AH si della^r fede 

A Toi garante io sono ; 

Gridar m'adranno. £ desflo, il nostro re I 

Fratelli, il giuro, a me oredete, a me 1 
Oh Ueto me ! beato giomo! 
Suono d' amor - tutto dlntomo 1 
Mia patria, il ciel - veglia sa te, 
Tregaa ai sospir - 1' ô reso il re. 
Dio saWi il re ! 
Ob lieto me 1 - beato giomo! 
II mio fedel - fe* a me ritomof 
Son ricoo ancor - ancor son re. 
Se il tao gran cor - rimane a me ( 
Deb ! taci, obimè I 
(MuHcaJunebre in Umtananzei.) 

Qual saon ferale? 

A simulare istratto, 

I/estinto onora con mentito lutto 

11 novello del trono possessore. 

Eocolo : e seco ba della Corte il fiore. 



SCENA VII. 
Don SxBASTiAiro, e Camokks, chiun nei manUUi n 
iraggano in disparte, a man deslra. Si vode sJUart 
al îume di mille tome il corUggio funebn, Soldati 
di varie armi, Marinai, Magistrati, Grandi del 
Regno, Dame della Corte, Faggi, Fandtdle vestUe 
di tianco. Per vUimo il earro mortuario ornato di 
divite regali, e deUe arm dd PortogcUlo, dielro U 
quale il eavjallo di battagUa di Von Sebastiano, 
Segtumo Don Antonio, e Don Giovanni da Silva 
Abaialdo, Cortigiani, calca dipopolo. 
CoBODiDONNC. Etomo fiposo 

Conoedi pietoso 
All'alma, o Signor! 
CoBO D*uoxiNL Sqnillate a latto, o trombe ; 
Tamburi in saon feral 
Cbiamate dalle tombe 
L'angiol del di final! 
Innanzi a Lai o' ha 1 tuoni 

£ le procelle al pid, 
Son come vetro i troni, 
Son ombra e poive i re. • . 
Vabib toci. 
D'an monaroa impradente copra i trascorsi oblio -, 
Assai la man possente Io visitô di Dio! 

Cam. ffaeendon avantij 
Non sofinrô obe oltraggio si faccia al mio sovrano! 
Gio. Chi di tal di le pompe osa tarbar profane? 
Cam. Un soldato, un poeta, un suddito fedele, 

Che non teme e non spera, e poco il viver cura, 
Che non encomia i grandi, ma canta la 

Bventural 
Qual ti muove intéresse, o qual furor t'accieca, 
Di risse e di discordie malnato istigatore, 



6x0. 



«quid 



Gio. 



Che d'una tomba in fnccia non tace il tao llToret 
La giustizia, cui suona ogiii tuo dette insulto» 
Ti cniederà ragione del violate culto. 
Cam. Al popolo adunato darolia, e sulPistante! 
Gio. Soldati, altrove a forza si tragga Pindiscreto. 

Udister il re Pimpono. 
Seb. (moêirandod) Ed io ne fo divieto! 

Turn (con un grido) II Ee! ! 
Aba. Egli! qual mistero! 

Le straniero che Zaîda sottrasse al mio furore! 
Sbb. £ desso, il rostre padre, che manda il oielo a Yoi 
Per confondere i vostri ed i nemici suei ; 
II Yostro re, che tanti durd stenti e perigli, 
E sempre in cor pertovvi, sempre v'amô qc 
figlL 

Pop. Viva il re, nostro vante, e nostro amorel 
Aba. Popoli, io giuro, e invano un musulman non 
giura. 
Che al prence estinto io diedi, io stesso sepol- 

tura. 
Ei cadde di Alcazarre ^t^lla pugna famosa, 
£ sul lido africano il cener sue riposa ! 
II yer P arabe duce parlô : credete a luL 
£ un mentitor sfacciato, un traditor coatuil 
Cam. Bicenoscerlo almeno sapranno i suei soldati. 
Gio. Non più ; chiara ë la frode. 

Zaida, il mio Boqpetto 
Vegliar su te saprà! 

Don Seb., Cam., e loro fautobi. 
Del vero tuo prence» 
gente tradita, 
Difendi la vita, 
Dlfendi V oner. 
O cielo, ti mostra 
Al giasto propizio ; 
D^ un empio artifizio 
Confond! gli autor I 
Abai., Don Ant., Don Gio., e loro faihoxx. 
Ti soaoti, ti desta, 
O gente tradita ; 
La trama è ohiarita 
Del vile impostor. 
A morte sia tratto ; 
L'estremo supplizio 
D'un emuie artificio 
Punisoar autor 1 
Gio. Qual oh'ei sia, non ô qui che dello sciagarato 
Pttote Paugusta legge pronunziar sul f&to. 
L'aooasato sia pesto della Giustizia in mane: 
Io Io reclame in nome del Tribunal Sovrano. 



ATTO OUARTO. 

SCEXA PRIMA 
Saui (Paspetto solenne e severo neUa quale siede U Tri- 

bunale Supremo di Giustizia. I membri ne sono 

seduti, e dispoeti tnformu eemicircolare col PresidenU 

in tnezzok 
Don Giovanni da Silva, Executori vestUi di rotso « 

coUe braecia nude, uomûii di Giustizia, Guardk dd 

Tribunals 
Turn. Dal ciel devoti e umlH 

Preghiam conforto e lama ; 
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By a low ambition 

luus usurped my throne, 

And believes me to be dead, 

And if he knew, 

That I escaped death, 

He might kill me ! 
Cam. But, what said your courtiers? 
Skb. . They bow to the new star, 

Since my star went down. 
Cam. But the soldiers? 
Seb. I still trust in them ; 

I shall show myself to them, 

When the hour arrives 1 
Cam. O yes! I ffuarantee you 

Their fidelity. I shall cry : 

"See, our king! 

Brethren ! It is the king P' 

0, how happy I am ! 

I am revived ! 

My country ! Heaven protects thee ! 

Enough of sighing! Thy king lives! 
Seb. 0, happy day ! 

My true friend has returned I 

I am still rich, I am the king. 

If I own such a heart. 
Hush I Do you hear? 

[A funeral march is heard. 
Cam. What sounds? 
Sbb. The new king. 

Taught in simulation, wants to honor 

The dead king! 
Cam. Behold him and his court! 



SCENE VII. 

Don SsBAsnAN and Camobks retire to the right side. 
The funeral procession enters. Soldiers, Sailers, 
KnighiSj Ladies, Pages, 8fc. The hearse is followed 
by Don Sebasliar^s war horse. Don Antonio, Don 
Giovanni da Silva, Abaialdo, and Courtiers. 

JLadiu Chorus, Give eternal rest 
To his soul, 
0,Lord! 
Mak Chorus. Let the trumpets sound the funeral 
march 
And the dmms be muffled! 
From Heaven the angel 
Of the last judgment shall arrive! 
Before him, who rules 
Storm and thunder 
Are thrones like glass 
And kings like dust. 

May foTgctfuIness cover the sins of a king, 
Whose imprudence was punished. 
(coming fanpard) I shall not allow, that my 
king is outraged. 
Who dares to disturb this funeral ? 
A soldier, a poet, a faithful subject, 
Who neither hopes nor fears and does not 
Care to live. 

What interest do you have? 
Or what fyror blinds you? 
Why do you disturb the grave ? 



Cam. 

Giov. 

Seb. 

Chorus. 

Abal 

Seb. 



Chorus, 
Abai. 



Giov. 

Cam. 
Giov. 



0Ufrus, 

Cav. 

Giov. 
Cam. 



Giov. 



The law will ptmLih yoa 

For this blasphemous action. 

I shall give now my reason to ths people! 

Soldiers ! How far shall this go ? 

Do you hear? Your king orders yon! 

Qtepjmg faruHxrd) And I forbid you 1 

It is him ! What secret ! 
The stranger, whom Zaida saved. 
Yes it is your father, whom Heaven sends 
To confound his and your enemies ! 
Your king, who suffered so much, 
But always had you in his heart. 
Long live the king, whom we love! 
Soldiers I I swear, and I speak the truth» 
That I gave the death blow to the king. 
He fell in the battle of Alcazar, 
And hid bones rest in African soil. 
He spoke the truth, this Arab chief, 
And this man is an imposter! 
The soldiers at least will know him I 
No I The fraud is manifest. 
Zaida, I shall piuiisfa you» 
As you deserve it ! 
Seb., Ca3l, and Chorus, 

friends, defend 

The life of the prince» 

Who was restored 

To you by Heaven I 

God! Help the right. 

Give us success, 

And punish the inventer 

Of f| reckless fraud. 

Abat., Don Ant., Don Giov., and Cftamii 

O friends, do not allow 

To be betrayed. • • 

Destroy the schemes 

Of the imposter. 

He shall be dragged 

To the tribunal 

And be. punished 

For his reckless Araiid. 
Giov. The fate of this criminal 

Shall be decided by the law 

And I claim his person - 

In the name of the highest tribunal. 



ACT IV. 



SCENE I. 

HaJl qf the hijfh Tribunal. The judges are seated 
in a demicirae, the President in the middle. 

Don GipvANKi DA Silva and execution's in reddothes 
and with bare arms ; Sheriffs and Soldiers» 

Chorus, Let us pray Heàren 
, To e^ilighten us, 



lé^ 
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Se non Peffona II Nnme, 
XJinttn gindisio è fml. 
Bi, ohe ne affida in oggl 
Del reffno la salate» 
£i ne âar& rirtute 
' AlFalto uffido ngaaL 
GiOY. Supremi delegati 

Del Tfibonale augusto, 
Speransa» araor del giusto, 
1 error delP empiéta ; 
In voi non trova acoesso 
Ne Podio nd l'amore ; 
- Bel pare ignota al oore- 
âa' tema e feia pietà I 
Tum* ; . Notloglariatto! 

•';.i.-'SUENAIL . 
Dov SsBAflTTAiro, ÂBÀiÀlj>o € BdOx. Mmtte da m'ano 
destra Don Seàdstiano iawmza m' mezzo ai soldatij 
Abaialdo, chium nd manidlo^ e ccn eappeUo a 
largkefàidè; wm intr^dêtêo dalPaUra pmU da im 
fandgUo dd TSribwêaUi tfu gli fit ctnfiodi tacert e 
di usar prudmxà. .Ahmkmo d cêiifimdé fia un 
gruppo cU soLdati e difànufflL 
GioT. ta, che a provocar-la dvll gtrerra 
N»nie assameTÎ, e ^ualità mehtite» 
Parla, cbi«el? 

, Biêpôndi a ne tu prima. 
Chi il dritto» tiom senza fede, 
D'interrogareil tho signer ti diede? 
Lo son. • • • lo attesto. . . . 

♦ Un impostor tu 881 ! 

Ben s'addiee a chi osarà inoatenarmi . '. . . 
Di aoaaannarli, . . . 

Ko, d'assassinarmil 
Fiù non rlspondo. 

Il tao silenzio inyano 
Spera arrestar délia Giustizia il corso. 
A smascheiar bof|tul 
Chiede adienza un testîmcmiob Yenga. 

SCÈKÀ III. 

ZâJDJLvdataéDettL 
ToTV. Una donoa! 
Zaida* Cne' itxïporta» 

Se d'nna donna il labbro al rer ri è scorta ? 

Uditeihi. Abaialdo, illoso «i stesso 

Inoonscioi T^ingannô. Colai ch' ei vide 

In Africa perire» era il fedele. 

Il nobil Don Enrico, ~ 

Morto da eroe pel sao signore e aroioo ! 
^loT. Che di' tu mai ? 
',2Uu>A. * ' Fu^saKo jl re ! fu salvo 

Per cura d* ûnd donta, ^ ^ 

Che lo amaya d^amore. 
.Gioic. Che nuova trama è qaesta ! 
Sbb. nobil core I 

^▲iDA. Ebben! colei chè a morte 
I II Yostro re sottrasse, 

1 Lo'giuro innanzi a DIo; (^ovendo U vdo,) 

! Lo atteste al Tribunal'. . . quella son io 1 

Jneertaondeggia il orne 
Fra speme e £ra terrorel 
La sua coUa mia vita 
Poteni ainien oomprart 



Seb. 



Abai, 



Giov, 



SXB. 



Giov. 

Sbb. 

Giov. 

SiB. 

Giov. 



Giov. 



Abu. 



Giov. 



Del misero suo siato 

Ti prenda, o ciel, pleikl 

Soârarlo a estremo fato 

Sol puô la tua bontàl 
£ dessa 1 . . . ondeggia il core 

Fra speme e fra tîmoïe! 

£ il ciel che in Lei m^invia 

Un angd tutelar. 
Sottracmi a un empio fata 

Non puô la stta pietà ; 

Ma lieto e consolato 

Il mio morir sarà 1 
Di rabbîa e di fdrore ) 

In sen mi belle il core ; 
f Al- mjto signore in fhcda 

Costei puô tan^ osarl 
Inran ■ la scîagurata 

Salvar celui vcÀràJ 

Pria di mia man -svenata 

La coppîa rea a&àvk 1 
Di rabbia e di fnrore 

In sen mi bolle il cere ; 

Al monde, al ôielo in faoeia 

Costei puô tanto osail 
8e fia mestier, svenato 

Qu eir* impostor, oadrà l 

Hinfranca il cor turbato (a un Gkidio^ 

Mai no, non régnera. 

I. e II. GiuDicB e Coro. 
Di rabbia, e di furore 
lu sen mi boUé il core. 
In faccia al monde, a Dlo 
Costei puô tanto osar! 
Deh ciel sla yendicata 
V offesa maestà ! 
Lacoppia Boiagurata 
Chi mai salvar potrà! 
Invano ^peri, a spexgiurac to awexza, 
Salvar colla menzogna il vil tuo drudo. 
Mizatela : oostei è quella istessa (ai gûu&t) 
Cui dell' estinto prence 
Improwida pietà sottrasse al rogo: 
Dannata al bande, sotto 
Fena del capo, P empia il baado ha rotto ; 
E.reii dl morte, la la condanno al Âiooo 
Come di venefido, 
Di false testirnooio e d' iwpostara 
Convinta e rea. 

£d io, corne «pergiura! 
(bulUmdo daé^ U ùPcevettimoUo) 
Sciagurata ! . . . ^ al saio furore 
No, non basta la tua' vita ; 
No, ohe F enta, il dssonore 
Sîan fiomjpagni in morte a te. 
Tua nequizia a far punita 
Poco e il rogo che t-aspetta, 
Va dal cieio maledetta, 
Corne, iniqua, il sei da me I 

Un dorere imperioso 

Del rîgore û ciel ne fa. 

La oondanna anche lo ïïj^QBO ; 

Chi difenderla potrà? * ' , 

Deh ! prendete i gpomi Moi, 

Ma pietà, pietà -per leir 
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. If God Aoe» ndt help U8«. , 

Our power is frail 

He who reigns the world 

For its best advantaee, 

Will give us strength 

For our aolem» dut/. 
OiOT. Htgheat Judges 
Of this tribunal. 
In you neither love 
Nor hate find a place ; 
Love for justice, 

And the duty towards your country 
Are the only regards, 
VHiioh yoii know. 
ChoniB. We swear it I 

SCENE IL 

DoHT Sebashan, ÀBAtALDo, itnd tKe Bome. Dàk 
Sebastian is accompanied ht/ soldiers* Abaialdo 
enters in œmj?anyiffitA an Offieeir of the Tribunal, 
ioho makes a sign to hbn, to be sUent and use pre- 
caution, Abaialdo wrapped in a large cloak hides 
himself among the spectators. 

GiOT. You, who took a false name and station 

In order to provoke oivil war. 

Tell me, who are you ? 
• SsB. ' You first answer me ! 

Who gave you the right 

To question your master I 

I am the king; I shall prove i%l 
Gior. You are an imposter Î 
Srb. You can say that, becanaë I wokiti chains. 
Giov. I can condemn you 1 
Seb. No I You can kill me ! 

I shall not answer you. 
GiOT. Your- silence is in vain ; 

You expect to arrest the hand of justice. 

A witness, who will unmask yout . 

Has craved a hearing. Let her come. 

Zaida {veiled J, thesaine. 
Chorus, A woman ! 
Zaida. Why not? 

Cannot a woman tell the truth ? 

Listen I Abaialdo hoe been imposed upon, 

I swear it. The man, who he saw fall. 

Was th^ noble Don Enrico, 

Who died as a hero for his masterl 
Giov. W^hat do you say? 
Zaida. The king was saved , . 

By a woman, 

Who loved him! 
GiOY. What new trick is this ? 
Skb. 0, noble heart 1 
Zaida. Hear then ! The woman, 

That saved the king's lifsf 

I swear it before God, [unveSRng horsdf 

It WHS me \ [ The judges rise in surprise. 

My heart is in uncertainty 

Between hope and terror] 

0, if I could save his li£i 

By my death 1 



Heaven Bave pity on him 

And his dreadful condition! ' 

Save him by thy beip 

. From dreadful deathj 
Sbb. It is her ) My heart is warraring 

Between hope and terror! 

Heaven has sent me 

A protecting angel! — 

She cannot save my lifts 

By her sacrifice, 

But happy and consoled 

Ishalldter 
Abai, My heart is beating 

With rage and furor! 

She dared this 

In the face of her master! 

In vain does she try 

To save her lover. 

By my hand 

The gttUty coapb.ohldl die! 
Giov. My heart is beating 
With rage and fùrori 
She dared this 
Before the face of Heaven! 
If it is necessary, 
This imposter must be assassinated. 

[Tooneef the Judges, 
My heart beats easier, 
' Ue never iifaall reign. . 
Ju4ges and Chpr, My heart is beating 
With rage and fororl • • 
She dared this 

Before the foce of Hsaven !.. 
The majesty of God < 
Shall be vindicated^ 
The guilty couplé 
Shall die! ' 
Giov. In vi^in you hope to save your lover 
By your lies and perjury I 
Look at her ! She is the sam* womaiir « - 
Whom the late king 
Saved frosi doath at the stiike I* 
She was banished under peAalty of death. 
But she brt)ke het banishment 
And has* forfeited h«r life. 
I oondeian her to death 
As a faisa witness-' 
Anid a «itch» 

Who is guilty and convicted. . 
Abai. And I, as a perjured woman! - 

[Throunng qff hi» doak* 
Miserable one 1 . My wrath 
Is not satisfied by thy death.. 
Shame and dishonor 
Shall accompany it ! 
For thy wickedness ^ 

Death at the stake is not enough. 
Go to death cursed 
And lost forever. 
Giov. ( To the Judges.^ Heaven has shown a sign 
Of extraordinary justice, 
Even her husband condemns her. 
Who dares to defend her? 
Sib Take mv live. 

But let her live ! 
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Zaisa. Sire, a Dio solo ne appello, 
Ei fra noi giadichera. 

ÂBAI., GlOr, € GlUDICZ. 

Ya, spergiara!. . . . al mio fdvore 

No, non basta la taa rita ; 

Noy.cbe Ponta, il disonore 

Sian oompagni in morte a te. 
Tua nequizia a far panita 

Poco Ô il rogo ohe t' aspetta, 

Va dal delo maledetta, 

Come, iniqua, il sei da me! 
Zaida. Io, sperffinra!. . . . al tuo farore 

Pooo 6 dnnqne la mia Tita I 

Vuoi rapirmi ancbe P onore, 

QaelP onor ohe tuo pur è \ 
D' una misera tradita 

Si, lo strazia, o vil, t* alletta? 

Lego al ciel la mia yendetta, 

II rimorso lego a te, 

SxB. Sciagarati 1 .... al lor furore 
Che non basta la mia vital 
A pietade ban ohiuso 11 core, 
Speme oh Dio ! per lei non r' ô. 
D* una misera tradita 
Si, lo strazio i rHi alletta! 
Va dal delo benedetta, 
Come» o cara, H sei da me ! 
Zaisa. Ebben! polchè il oonsorte 

Me Boiogiie da' miei ginri e saora a morte, 
Ebben ! . . . . si, P amo, P amo, 
Questi ... il re Sebastiano I - il vero re! . . 
Egli, infâme, il tuo ret (a Gwt, con fana,) 
GiOT. Non pih, sian tratti a forza. (aUt gwmS^) 
Zaida. {aigludkL) 

E Toi, quando per lui la morte io sfido, 

E al disonor sorrido, 

Dite, obi fia P audace 

Che di menzogna mi terra oapace ? ' 

Gunr., Abal e Giudigl 

II rogo a lor s* appresti» 
* Vi spirin fra i torment! | 
Disperse vada a! Tonti 
II ceneveinfedell 
Cader al rogo in faoda 
Vedrem 1' empia baldansa 9 
Nulla per roi speraasa 
Kimane in terra, o in oiell 
Zaida e SxHAsnAvo. 

II rogo a noi si appresti, 
V ascenderem ridenti : 
£ lieve agli innocent! 
Lo strado plù crudeL 
£ a noi conforte e scudo 
Divina una speranza ; 
Vendetta in terra ha stanza, 
Pcordono alberga in dell 



ATTO aUINTO. 



SCENA PEIMA. 

Ricco appariamtnto ndla tant di Usbona, destinato 
al Prmdente dd TribwtaU di Oiustizta, Porta 
in fondo. Gran fineUra a mono manca. Star un 
tawdo quanto occorre per êcrveere, 

DOK GlOTAKNI DA SlLYA € Do2C LUIGI, Itltiato di 

Spagna. 

GlOT. 

Lui. 



Contar dunque poes' io ? 

Con ponderosa armata il duea d' Alba, 

Pria che annotti, sarà sotto Lisbona. 
GiOT. E il tuo re m' assicnra ? . . . . 
Lui. Poter sovrano in nome sue, se vol 

Al mio re la corona. . . , 
GioT Non più. Fin d' oggi ei régnera in Lisbuna. 
Loi. Ma il volgo ad abbagliar vorria prudenza 

Che almeno P apparenza 

D'un titolo legittimo. . . . 
GiOT. , Pinlendo, 

Lieve impresa, e sicura ! 

A me ne lesd it tuo signer la cura. 

{Don Luigi ace, 

SCENA II. 
Zaida, e Delta, 

GiOT. I giomi tnoi sono in mia man. 

Zaida. Cbe indugi 

A trottcarH? 
GiOT. Se a fart! 

Graida pimiSBi il cor? 

{Zaida esprime r^uto altero e iprezzante) 
Se consenfissi 
A far salvo oolui, cbe re tu nomi? 
Zaida. EgliV fia ver?. . . gpran Dio ! . . . parla. . . obo 

esigi? 
Giov. Fa cV ei soseriva questo foglio, e tosto 

Cadon le sue ritorte. . . . 
Zaida. Basta.... porgi ... 
Giov. Seno, fra un' ora mortel 

{Dan Giov. parte.) 

SCENA III 

Zaida, sola. 

La morte ! a me poo* anzi 
:N' era il pensler tremendo ! 
Ond' è dr or si dapjj^resso 
La miro, eppur non temo! 
Ah ! se quel cari giomi 
Serbar çoss'io morendo, 
Mi fia gioja celeste il fato estremo! 
E bel per chi s* adora 

A morte offirire il petto, 

E hello vn puro affetto 

Col sangoe suggelltf I 
E del morir nelP ora 

Poter del caro bene 

Infranger le catene, 

I giomo conservai t • 
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Zaidi. Sire I I appeal to God only; 
He will be tbe jadge! 

Abai., Giov., and Chorus, 

Goy perjured woman I Mr wratli 

Is not satisfied with thy death ! 

Shame and dishonor 

Shall accompany it ! 

For thy wickedness 

Death at the stake is not enough ; 

Go to death cursed 

And lost forever. 



Zaida. 



Sib. 



I am not gnilty! Yonr furor 
Is little to me. Yon cannot 
Take away my honor, 
Which will accompany my death I 
The pangs of «a poor 
Faithful girl are joy for thee! 
Heaven will punish you» 
I leave to it my vengeance. 

Miserable ! Your furor 

Is not satisfied by my death ? 

Flty does not enter their hearts ; 

There is no more hope I 

The death of an innocent girl 

Is joy to them! 

You are blessed by Heaven 

And by mel 



Zaxda. 



Since my husband 

Has released me from my marriage vow 

I tell you now. I love him, 

Him, the king Sebastian, the true king. 

f To GiavannùJ Your king is a villain. 

Giov. (To the Soldiers, J Drag them to the torture' 

Zaioa. (To the Judges.) And you 1 You see that I 
scorn death 
And laugh at tortures I 
Who of you will tell me. 
That I peijured myself? 

Giov., Abai. and Chorus, 

Death approaches them, 

Torments shall be inflicted upon them. 

And their ashes 

Strewn to the wind. 

At the stake their impudent boldness 

Will soon disappear. 

They have no hope 

On earth ! 

Zaida and Seb. Death approaches us. 
We see it coming, 
But we smile 
And scorn the tortures, 
Divine hope 
Is our shield. 
If we sufiPer here 
We shall dwell in Heavenl 



Giov. 
Lux. 

Giov. 
Lvh 

Giov. 

Lux. 



Giov. 



ACT V. 



SCENE I. 

Apartment m the Uneer of lÀsbon. A door in the 
background, A large tokndow at the left side. 
Writing material on a table. 

Dov GiovAina» Dok Luxgi, embassador from Spain, 

Can I eonnt upon you f 

With a large army the duke of Alba 

Will be in Lisbon before night. 

And your king assures me ... . 

The highest power in bis stead, 

If you will give him the crown. 

Enough 1 From to-day he will reign in 

Lisbon* 
But it will take prudence, to blindfold the 

people, 
So that at least the appeai*ance 
Of a legitimate title . . • 
I nndwstand ! 
This is easy! 
Yonr master can rely upon me Î 

[ExULuigi 



SCENE II. 
Zaioa, and the same. 

Your life is in my hands! 

Why do you hesitate 

To take It? 

Perhaps I have taken 

Pity on you ! \Zaida exprtfses disgust. 

Perhaps I will save him, 

Whom you call king ! 

Him? Is it possible? Speak! What 

do you desire? 
Let him sign this paper, 
And he shall be free. 
Enough I G ive it to me ! 
If not, he will die in an boar. 

[Exit Von GvocannL 

SCENE IIL 

Zaioa. 

Death ! The thought was for me 

Of no importance. 

But now, when it approaches 

I see it and dread it. 

O, if I could by my death 

Save his precious life, 

I would undergo death with joy ! 

It is ffloriotts to offer the Ufe 

For toe man, you love, 

It is glorious, to seal love 

By the sacrifice of blood. 

Aiid to break the ohains 

Of the beloved 

In the boux of deatii 

Byyouaotion. 



Giev. 
Zaida. 

Giov. 



Zaida 

Giov. 

Zaida. 
Giov. 
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SCENA IV. 
Don SEBAsnjLKo e Delta, 
Zaida, Ecoolo! 
Skb. O mia Zaidal 

A me chi ti condace, 
/Chi mi oongiunçe a te? 
Quai angelo di Ta<Se 
La speme rende a mef 
Zai. Me qui desio conduce 

Di tua salvezEa, o re. 
Baggio d' arnica luce 
Kisplende ancor per te. 
Seb. Ma per qual sorte ne vien concessa 

Vederoi ancora pria di morir? 
Zai. Già gli onpressor, cni grava il lor sacoesBO, 
Fendon aubbiosti e in lor vien men Fardir. 
A vol, deposte 1' ire» 

Ognun 61 prostra, e re toma il proscritto, 
Sol che vi piaocia, o sire, 
Di segnar qae&to ecritto. 
Leggete.,.. 
Seb. Gran Dio ! che ! porre in non cale 

L'avita stirpe e il suo splendor 1 
Segnar da vile l'atto fatale 
Che mi condanna al disonori 
Zai. Cbesento? 

Seb. Sai, Zaida quel che da me si vuole? 

La libertà m' è offerta .... Icon irania) 

Zai. Ebben?..., 
Seb. Ch'io céda a patto 

A re Filippo i dritti e la corona mial 
Zai. DiBonorarti ! . . . i vili ! ... ah mille morti pria ! 
Seb. Come quelP aima altera 

Indovinô il mio cor I 
Invano per lor si spera 

Maccoiar dol ro Fonor! 
Chi la corona avita, 

Chi il regno m'involô, 
Al re puô tor la vita, 
Ma degradîir. . . .nol puô. 
Zai. Come quell' alma altérer 

£ del destin maggior! 
Invan per lor si speri 

Macchiar del re Tonorl 
Chi la corona avita, 

Chi il regno çP invold, 
Al re puô tor la vita, 
Ma degradar . • .nol puô. {haUonoUon) 
CoRO (dalU quwié^ 
Sttond V ora fatale, donna a morir f appresta. 
Zai. Ebben ... .si parta. . . . addio I 
Seb. Ciel! dove mai? 

Zai. {nspingendolo) T' arresta. 

Seb. Un auon lugubre ascolto I {spaUmca la porta 
di fondé) 
I camefici ! . . o cielo I quai lampo mi rischiara I 
In te, gli iniqui, il mio 
Rifiato in te, s' apprestano a punir! 
Zai. Che importa, se nel cielo ne devn on Dio 

riunir? 
Seb. Invan lo speri. ... ah no t 

Che nnovo strazio, o Dio, 
L'infâme a me serbô! ; 

Che mi cal - dell' onor ? 
Ta morir I -giusto^oîdr 



Tu moifr l'h è per me ! Tfi^ i)o, opn^fii^ 
Cessa; deh! preghi invan! . 
lo salvar ti saprô, vita mia! 
2aal Per salvar i miel dt 

L* onor suo calpestar, 
Degradar il mio re si potrîa? 
Cessa, deh! preghi invan! 
IP onta tua consentir! mai, no, non fia. 
Seb. {sidaneiaver9oUtavoloj)ersoltosarivareUfogliù} 
Zai. {JrajjponencUm) 

Ebben, se sordo sei 

Al ffrido del dover, 
Se nulle i preghi miei 

Hanno su te poter, 
L'avito onor oalpesta» 

Dritto abbandona e trosio, 
Tua complice, io iK>n sono, 
£ sia la morte mia, la mia protesta I 
[tenta lanciani dalla finestra 
Seb. Zaida! (ritenendola) 

a 2 Se oosi périr de' 

Tanto amor, tanta fè. 
Se per noi quaggiù non v' ô speme 
Vien, ben mio, sul mio sen, 
Incontriam morte almeno strettî in* 
sieme. 
(In questo s^od^oL di fuan la voce, di Camoeneii 
O marinari ! 
La notte è serena, 
La calma profonda, 
Nel porto, e snll* onuda 
GiàPopre cessar! 
Cam. e Cobo. 
Ristr«tti e fidenti. 
Ma cheti voghiamo, 
Sul flutto doobiamô. 
Com' ombre, stnsoiar. 
Là, sotte quel masse 
Che sporge suli' onde, 
La preda s'asconde 
Che unit! cerchiamob 
Di speme sommesse 
Un canto s' intuoni ; 
Ma presse ai bastionl 
Tacenti voghiam. 
Zai. o Buddito fedel ! 
Seb. Camoens ! 

SCENA V. 
Cauoeks ilaUa finestra e Detti* 
CA3f. Mio prence. 

Rinasci alla speranza. Il popol freme, 
E demanda il sue re. La nostra fnga 
Seconda, in guardia posto a onesta terre, 
Un soldate fedel, pieno d' araif ei 

a 8. 
Ah si ! liberi insieme, o insiem morire I 
Mueviam guardinghi cen gran misteio. 
Sol un sospir - ne puô tradir ! 
Abbiam il cielo per condettioro 
£ a noi si fa - soude amistàl 
(Camotns solleva al^ altetta délia finestra 
Vesiremità di una scala di corda^ evtV assicura 
solidamente. Vopo questo, i tn escono fer la 
finestra^ Camoens ultimo.) 
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SCENE IV. 

' Dox finAsniK, and Ikt iame» 

Zaxsa. There he oomefl I 
Skb. mj Zaida I 

"Who brings me to thee? 

Who joins me with thee? 

An angel of li^ht 

Gives me hope ! 
Zaida. The desire to save joa 

Brings me here. 

Â ray of hope 

Shines for thee I 
Sbb. • But how is it granted to me, 

To see you before my death? 
Zaida. Thy persecutors hesitate 

To kill thee and desire 

To appease thee. 

Everybody surrenders and thou wilt be 
king again, 

If thou only agreest 

To sign this paper. 

Bead!. . . . 
Skb. No ! Should I resign the right 

To be king? 

And sign the fatal act. 

Which honor forbids me. 
Z AiDi. What do I hear ? 
Skb. Dost thou know, what they want ? 

They offer me liberty I (jercwically.) 
Zaida. Well? 
Sbb. If I give to king Phillip 

My crown and my rights ! 
Zaidi. The villains ! O die rather I 
Skb. How has this soul 

Bead in my heart 1 

They hope in vain 

To dishonor the king. 

Let them deprive me 

Of my throne. 

They can take my life, 

But not my honor. 
Zaida. How his soul is proud 

And above his fate! 

They hope in vain 

To dishonor the king. 

Let them deprive him 

Of his throne, 

They cannot deprive him 

Of his honor. [A dock strikes, 

Chjontê {JMnd the scene.) 

The hour of death approaches. 
Zaida Farewell 1 Let me go 1 
Sbb. Heaven ! Whereto? 
Zaida . {pushing him back) Stay here! 
fisB. I hear lugubrious sounds. [ The door opens. 

The executioners, O Heaven! 

The villains are going to punish yon 

For my refusal 1 
Zaida. We will be united in Heaven I 
Sbb. Tou hope in vain! 

O what new misery 

Has the infamous man prepared for mel 

Why does he want my iumor? 



Zaida. 



Sieb. 
Zaida 



Tou should die? O Heaveal 

And for me ? No I No ! 

Do not resist, 

I shall save you ! 

To save my life 

He cannot sacrifice his honor. 

He cannot degrade himself I 

Do not believe, 

That I will consent to your shame. 
(goes to the table to sign t/te paper.) 
^jÊinmngbehàeen him and the tabic.) 



you are deaf 

To the laws of your duty, 

If my prayers 

Have no power, 

Then betray the honor of your father 

And resign the throne, 

I shall not be your accomplice. 

I shall die ! 

[She tries to jump through the umdmo* 
Sbb. (Jtoldingher.) Zaida 1 
Both. If we must die, 

And our love and faith 

Have no hope, 

Let us resolve, then, 

To die together. 

( The voice qfCamoensis heard.) 

Sailors come ! 

The night is quiet. 

The sea is calm. 

In harbor and bay 

Work has ceased. 
Cak. and Chorus. 

In God confidence. 

But quiet, let us vow, 

Let us slide over the waves 

Like shadows. 

There is, what we seek, 

And what is hid yet. 

Let us try to find it 

With all our power! 

Hopeful let us sing 

A merry song. 

But near the bastions 

Lotus be silent! 
Zaida. faithful subject! 
Sbb. Camoens. 

SCENE V. 
Camoens at the tcindaw, and the 



Cam. My prince 1 

You have hope yet. The people are 

turbulent 
And ask for their king. 
Let us fiy ! The sentinel 
At the foot of the tower is faithful 
All thrbb. Let us live or die together, 
Let us move stealthily, 
One sigh may betray us! 
Heaven will guide us. 
And if not, friendship will protect us. 
[Camoens Ues a cord to the tcindow, and 
all three go through the window. 
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SCENA ULTIMA. 

D. Antonio con sêguito di Soldait, Lieiro a lut 
D. GioTANNi frettoloêo e neîla mamma agitaxtone, 

G 10. Siam traditi. Sedotte le gaardie d«lla torre. • 
Ant. Per mîo oomando ! (freddamentê) 

3io. In salvo glà... (accennando la Jinegtra) 

Ant, Perdati ! 

(Accenna ai soldait che colle êciabole tagliano le 
corde attaccate alla finestra. Un grido, e ifug- 
gitivi precipitano neW abisso. Cala il sipario-) 



SCENE VL 

Don Antonio and SoLdien, Don GioTAmn t» gréai 
cxcUemcntm 

Gi07 We are lost. The sentinel is bribed. 

Ant. It is by my command 1 (cooUy.y 

GiOY. They are in safety. 

Ant. They are lost! 

[He gives the soldiers a sign; they cut the 
rope, A cry is heard^ ike fugUioes art 
precipitated into the a^yfl&J 
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Has already conquered 

Austria's Queen, 

When woman urUl, and U)ill «he wlU, 

as Fashion's Queen, 
But wUl not U?iUinffly dispense 
with Crinoline. 



This justly Celebrated Duplex Elliptic Spring Skirt combines Elegance, Elaa- 
tlclty, Durability, Comfort and Economy, and in lact every desirable quality that 
can be concentrated in the înanufacture of CRINOLINE, naturally folding itsdf 
eaf^ily when in use into the smallest desirable space in 

Contracted Seats or Places without the least injury or annoyance. 

£ach Hoop bemg composed of two finely tempered Steel Springs, braided 
fiimly edge to edge, the thrfie bottom rods on every skirt being heavier and^wice 
(or double) covered, making the strongest, most flexible, the 

Lightest, most graceful and stylish Skirt worn, 

ExceUing all others for the Opera, Church, Carriages, Railroad Cars, all Crowded 
Places, lor Promenade or House Dress, The Home Joi'rnal says, they are de- 
cidedly the most comfortable, useful, graceful, durable and desirable Hoop Skirt 
ever introduced to the Ladies, and the first and only Article of the kind wliich 
presents perfection lor the purpose intended. The Duplex Elliptic Skirt can be 
found in all first class Stores in NEW YORK, BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA, 
WASHINGTON, and throughout the United States. 





STEINWAY 

AND 

■ S O N S' 



GRAND, SaïïABE AND UPRIGHT 





are now acknowledged the best instruments in America, as well as in Europe, 
having taken 

Thliiy-two First Premiums, Gold and Silver Medals,. 

at the Principal Fairs, held in this country within the last nine years, and iu ad- 
dition thereto, they were awarded a 

AT TUE 

Mxnt §\\ttxMtwm\ ëxUUtm 

IN LONDON, 1862, 

FOB 

Power£u\, c\ear,\irY\\Vant anA s^iaçat\vel\6 loue, 

WITH EXCELLENCE OF WORKMANSHIP AS SHOWN IN GRAND ANP 8QDÂRB 

i>ia.:n^os. 

There were 269 Pianos, from all parts of the world, entered for competition, and 
the special Correspondent of the I'imes says : 

"Messrs. Stein way's indorsement by the Jurors is emphatic, and stronger, and 
more to the point than that of any European maker. 

" This greatest triumph of American Pianofortes in. England has caused a sensa- 
tion in musical circles throughout the continent, and as a result the Messrs. Stein- 
WAvY are in constant receipt of orders from Europe, thus inaugurating a new phase 
in the history of American Pianofortes, by creating in them an article of expoiW 
Every Pianoforte warranted for Five Years. 

WAREROOMS, Nos. 71 & 73 EAST 14th STREET, 

Between the Academy of Mosio and Union Sqnare, New York. 
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